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I was, I admit, very susceptible in those days.
(Curiously enough, later on, when I drew nearer the
age when young men are supposed to haunt stage
doors, this susceptibility vanished, and I have been a
heart-free playgoer ever since.) I did not go to the
theatre often then, but when I did, I promptly fell in
love. Outside, I could be austere, and still sneer at
the sex, but once in that thick warm atmosphere of
gas, oranges and heated humans, I was the worshipper
of some visiting goddess. There is an actress playing
comedy parts in the West End now, who lighted a
whole six weeks of winter for me, when I was at school
and she was playing principal girl in our local panto-
mime. I stared down from the gallery at her white
neck and glossy black ringlets until my eyes ached
as well as my heart. It was thrilling merely to see
her name in print. Almost suffocated with secret
emotion, I would introduce that name into the talk.
The "Last Two Weeks" on the bills meant the very
end of everything, for I saw less and less opportunity
of saving her life somehow just outside the theatre.
She came, she went, and she never knew.

Why did the post-cards come and go so quickly,
too? Why, for a few years, did everybody want to
collect pearly teeth and curls and dimples, and then
after that care no more about them? What was it
that flared up, covered acres of card with bewitching
smiles, and then died down? We know well enough
that since then fame and rewards beyond the dreams
of the young Miss Marie Studholme have been